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trouble, I loving her very much, and he will consider it. So home and late at my chamber, setting some papers in order; the plague growing very raging, and my apprehensions of it great. So very late to bed.
22nd. As soon as up I among my goldsmiths, Sir Robert Viner and Colvill, and there got ^'10,000 of my new tallys accepted, and so I made it my work to find out Mr. Mervin and sent lor others to come with their bills of Exchange, as Captain Hewett, &c., and sent for Mr. Jackson, but he was not in town.    So all the morning at the office, and after dinner, which was very late, I to Sir R. Viner's, by his invitation in  the morning, and got near ^5,000  more accepted, and so from this day the whole, or near ^15,000, lies upon interest.    Thence I by water to Westminster, and the Duke of Albemarle being gone to dinner to my Lord of Canterbury's, I thither, and there walked and viewed the new hall,1* a new old-fashion hall, as much as possible. Begun, and means left for the ending of  it, by Bishop Juxon.     Not coming proper to speak with him, I to Fox-hall, where to the Spring garden; but I do not see one guest there, the town being so empty of any body to come thither. Only, while I was there, a poor woman come to scold with the master of the house that a kinswoman, I think, of her's, that was newly dead of the plague, might be buried in the church-yard; for, for her part, she should not be buried in the commons, as they said she should.    Back to White Hall, and by and by comes the Duke of Albemarle, and there, after a little discourse, I by coach home, not meeting with "but two coaches, and but two carts from White Hall to my own house, that I could observe; and the streets mighty thin of people.    I met this noon with Dr. Burnett, who told me, and I find in the news-book this week that he posted upon the 'Change, that whoever did spread the report that, instead of the plague, his servant was by him killed, it was forgery, and shewed me the acknowledgment of the master of the pest-house, that his servant died of a bubo on his right groine, and two spots on his right thigh, which is the plague. To my office, where late writing letters, and getting myself
1 The hall here spoken of was converted into the archiepiscopal library by Archbishop Howley.
